. ' T}>e Comic aH ffiftme of 

To kifle her fcuriall ; fhould I goe to Church, 

And fee rhe holy edifice of ft®ne, 

And not bethinke me ftraight of dangerous rocks. 
Which touching but my gentle VefTels fide. 

Would fcattcr all herfpiccs on theftreame, 

Tnroabe the roaring water with my filkes, 

And in a word, but even now worth this. 

And now worth nothing. Shall I have the thought 
To thinke on this, and fhall I lacke the thought 
That fuch a thing bechanc’d would make me lad ? 

But telL not me, I know sAnthonio 

Is fad to thinke upon his merchandize. j * V 

Anth. Belecve me no, I thanke my fortune for it. 
My ventures are not in one bottome trufted, 

Nor to one place ; nor is my whole eftatc 
Vpon the fortune of this prefent ycare r 
Therefore my merchandize makes me not fad. 

Sala. Whythen-you areinlove. Anth. Fie, fie. 

Sal. Not in love neither : then let us fay you are fad 
Becaufe you are not merry ; and twerc as eafie 
For you to laugh and leape, and fay you are merry 
Becaufe you are not fad. Now by two-headed Ianus, 
Nature hath fram’d ftrangefdlowesinhertime : 

Some that will evermore pcepe through their eyes. 
And laugh like Parratsat a Pagpiper. 

And other of fuch Vineger afpeft. 

That they’l not fhew their teeth in way of fmile. 
Though Nefior fweare the j ft be laughable. 

Enter Bajfanio, Lorenfo , and (jratiano . 

Sala. Here comes Bafanio your moft noble kinfman, 
(Jratiano, znd Lorenfo. Fare ye well. 

We leave you now with better company. 

^ Salan. I would have ftaid till I had made you merry, 
If worthier friends had not prevented me. 

Anth, Y our worth is very deare in my regard, 

I take it your owne bufinefic calls on you. 

And you emorace th’occafion to depart. 

Solar, Good morro vv my good Lords. 


C Merchant of Verne e. ^ 

'14 Good figriiors botb; when ft»all wc laugh ? fay. when ? 

Sal. Wev-le ) Lxemt Salarino, and S alamo. 

Lor My Lord Bajfanio, fince you have found Anthomo, 

We two will leave you, but atdmner time 
I pra'- you have in mi nde where we mutt meete. 

Baf. I will notfaileyou. 

Gra. You-looke not well figmor %A nthomo, 

’ You have too much refpetft upon the world : 

They loofe it that doc buy it with much^care, 

Beleeve me you are mervelloufly chang’d. 

tAnt. I hold the world but as the world, Gratatno , 

A ftage, where every man muft play a part, 

And mine a fad one. 

Grat. Let me play the foole. 

With mirth and laughter let old wrinckes come, 

And let my liver rather heate with wine 
Then my heart coole with mortifying groanes. 

Why fhould a man whofe blood kwarmc within. 

Sit like his Grandfirc, cut in Alablafter : 

i 1 1_ -v 1 ^ i. ^ 



I love thee, andtis my love that fpeakes 
There are a fioftof men whofe vifages 
Doecreamc and mantle likea ftanding Pond, 

And doe a wilfull flilnelfe entertaine. 

With purpofe to be dreft in an opinion ^ 

Ofvvifdome, gravitie, profound conceit. 

As who fhould fay, I am fir Oracle, 

And when I ope my lips, let no doggebarke. , 

O my tAnthonio I doe know of thefe 

That therefore onely are reputed wife 

For faying nothing ; when I am very fure 

If they fhould fpeake, would almoft dant thofe eares. 

Which hearing them would call their brothers fooles, 

He tell thee more of this another time. 

Butfifh not with this melancholy baite 




